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Sunday, August 23 
1:00 PM until dusk 

The third annual La Vigna Family Picnic 
is upon us— a time for us to share family 
fellowship and good times. We will 
once again gather at the Greene Grove in 
Washington's Crossing State Park (NJ). 

As we did last year, we recommend that 
each family unit bring a covered dish or 
dessert for 10-12 to share with everyone, 
as well as eating utensils and beverages 
for yourselves (non-alcoholic, due to 
park rules). There are grills available 
if you would like to bring food for barbe- 
cuing. 

Organizers for games and prizes are 
needed--if you are interested please call 
Corinne Bilancio (881-0911) or Angelica 
Roberts (392-0982) or let us know when 
you arrive at the picnic. Please bring 
any game equipment you would like. There 
is a playing field near the grove as well 
as plenty of space in the grove itself. 

We hope to see you at the picnic! 




HENRY FRANCIS (BILANCIO) MONTAGUE 
graduated from Lawrence High School 
on June 18, 1987. His family is 
very proud. We wish him continued 
success in his further' studies. 



KRISTEENA DANCES 



Dance 

My n a me i s 

l< r i s T e e n a AnThony . 

I was cn T h a sTacje 

a T t-j a r building. I 
had on a cos Tune . 
IT u» a s red, ye I Ion, 
oireen and black. I 
dance To mu sic. My 
rr.o rn , my gr and mo m 
a nd Mr s 

To Ibert-Sever ! y 
c « 3 me To The show. 

KrisTeena Anthony 





Lorraine Anthony's 
grand-daughter Kristeena 
was in a dance recital 
with the Mary Papa Dance 
Group at the War Memorial 
recently. 

Kristeena, a kinder- 
garten student at Mott 
School, wrote about her 
dance recital on a com- 
puter in her class. She 
read this presentation at 
the 12th Annual Spring 
Conference and Training 
Session of the Trenton 
Board of Education and 
Parent Teacher Advisory 
Council . 

Another family member, 
Cheri Candelori, age 12, 
was also in the recital, 
in "Fabulous Follies". 
Cheri did a drawing for 
the Christmas 1984 issue 
of La Vigna titled "Miss 
Mary's Ballet Center". 
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Like an enchanted oasis... a 
blessed land where time was not... 
where reigned an atmosphere of 
peace and quiet... love and 
security, where fears vanished into 

thin air and all the folks who 

lived therein, as if magically 
touched, were of noble character... 
never a distressing word, never an 
unkind act. 

How fortunate we, who came to 
know and share this haven. 

The place is no longer, for 
progress wiped it out, and the dear 
and gentle voices have been 
silenced forever. Only in our 
minds the echoes dwell. 

Memories of more than half a 
century ago come to mind. Again 
I'm a little girl with my beloved 
grandmother going to see her sister 
Coleen, where we would remain a few 
weeks. A way of living entirely 
different from what I was 
accustomed awaited us. 

There is handsome. Uncle Jimmie, 
I can hear his voice low and 
melodious as he greets us. There 
is Uncle Lewie with unbelievable 
charisma. I see him coming from 
the barn with a big pail full of 
fresh milk to be flavored with 
vanilla. . .Henry, quiet and reserved 
in greasy overalls returns from his 
garage where he a few years before 
had lost an eye... Aunt Sue, 
beautiful and vivacious, visits 
home from college. She was one of 
the few women of her time to pursue 
higher education; and then there 
was Jules, the only one now left 
with us, a soul more magnificent 
can nowhere be found. 

Over all was Zia Coleen, whom 
all loved and respected; a tiny 
mighty miracle woman who possessed 
an extraordinary faith in Jesus. 
She must have been one of God's 
favorites, for her prayers were 
answered constantly. Else how 
could such a place have existed? 
It was in her home where the weary 
folks — family, relatives and 
friends, laborers from the garage 
and bums came to partake of the 
savory contents of the big soup pot 
always simmering hot. Here they 
came to refuel the body and 
soul — where the doors were always 
open, night and day, the pot always 
full and everyone welcome. Bums on 
their way to nowhere made this a 
steady spot. Their place at the 
table was always set. 

I can hear as if only yesterday 
the clucking of the chickens, the 
song of the birds and the crickets. 
I can hear Pup the dog barking. I 
hear laughter and prayer and sweet 
music that filled the air as Jules 
played the piano, or violin, or 



guitar. Here time was not — nowhere 
a clock in sight. Life seemed to 
flow like a lazy river on a summer 
day. Life was easy here. 

We played from morning til 
dusk. We gathered eggs in the 
chicken coop, picked blackberries 
in the woods, gathered flowers in 
the meadow. After climbing to the 
upper deck of the big barn, we 
jumped onto the pile of clean 
fragrant hay below. We helped with 
minor chores, running errands. I 
remember assisting Uncle Jimmie 
with the planting of corn. With 
the hoe he made straight furrows 
then systematically bore holes into 
which I placed two kernels of corn. 

In a private little outhouse 
decorated with souvenirs and war 
trophies, Uncle Lewie, a World War 
II veteran related stories of his 
combat experiences as we sat 
attentively around him. So vivid 
are some of his tales within my 
mind. 

When the day was spent and the 
sun rays were on the slant it was 
dinnertime. For dinner we sat 
around a large table decked with 
the flowers we had picked. The 
table was adjacent to a big window 
from which the view of a tree was 
brought into the room. So close 
was the tree that the branches 
almost touched the windowpanes and 
the birds therein were visible to 
the eyes and their songs audible to 
our ears. Grace before meals was 
never omitted. In this home God 
was emphasized daily in word and 
deed. 

After a quiet evening my 
beloved grandmother would take me 
by the hand and lead me to bed with 
her. The murmur of "Ave Maria in 
Latin lulled me to sleep. 

o// Gv tone, of ikose fUivrs of 
yo-CLTfi tio soon? 



MOM PETITO 
PASSES ON TO GREENER PASTURES 
JUNE 1, 1987 

The quality of a people is manifested by 
the respect and care of their elderly. 

Those of us who have known Mom and 
benefited by her great wisdom and common 
sense and have been cheered and inspired 
by her good humor and realistic outlook 
on life have suffered a loss. 

To her family who gave of itself so 
unselfishly and so lovingly we owe 
thanks and praise: Mom was kept in her 
own pleasant surroundings, happy and 
comfortable on to her hundredth year — 
the matriarch and nucleus of her clan. 

As Italian Americans we feel a 
certain pride in such accomplishments. 



LA VIGNA 
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NOTE TO READERS 



rage 



Stories told to us by our Darents when we were little (.about 
when they were little). Pieces of advice that we at first take 
with a grain of salt, but later take to heart. Examples given, 
and the examples they are for us. The bequest of a heritage and 
of conscience, and that rooted consciousness of having a past. 
The wisdom passed down to us through the generations is more vast 
and more deep than we yet know. 

We relive their joys, through their stories and through our 
own experiences, "we repeat their mistakes, to their despair- 
but that's one of the reasons we love each other so much. 

La'Vigna always features stories about our past, about the 
adventures and daily lives of our immigrant forebears and their 
children (who now are parents and grandparents to some of us;. 
These stories form the roots of our family paper. 

As announced in our spring issue, the first Italian American^ 
generation of our family will be sponsoring a special edition oi 
La Vigna, which will be our next (autumn) issue. I m looking 
forward to reading their stories and learning more about them— 
and about myself. gdk***~ 



HAPPY BIRTHDAY 



HAPPY ANNIVERSARY 




July 7 Carey Bilancio 

13 Tony Chianese 

16 Ray Klepczynski 

17 Jaime MacLeod 

19 William Bilancio 

22 John Johnson 

24 Diane Chianese 

25 Lorraine Anthony 

28 Kristenna Anthony 

29 Mary Lynn Nazzaro 
31 Dan Nazzaro 

31 Francis DeVito Cohen 

Aug. 2 Alphonse Bilancio 

4 Jason Armenti 

5 Bob Candelori 

8 Phyllis Armenti 

9 Joe "Bear" Guerra 

10 Cheri Candelori 

11 Clothilda Acquaviva 

11 Joe Guerra 

12 Scott Chianese 
12 Joe Armenti 

19 Jane Darpinian 

21 Henry Montague 

22 Lucy Gervasio 

23 Damon Klepczynski 

23 Philip Nazzaro 

26 Sylvia Bilan 

27 Rose Chianese 
29 Bob Immordino 
31 Felicia Garzio 
31 Robert Garcia 
31 Gerald Chianese 

Sep. 1 Terry Bilancio 

1 Robert Candelori 

2 Paul Slaninka 

3 Nick Armenti 
5 John Anthony 

14 Robert Chianese 

15 Gloria Bilancio 

22 Cristina Candelori 

24 Lee Esposito 

24 Grace Mazzatelli 
26 Dennis Chianese 
29 Clelia Schultz 




,1 Gary * Rose Chianese 



July 

, navid Darpinian 
* ugUSt \ SSi • W Klepczynskx 
. 19 Ivan & Carey Bilancio 



Sept, 



9 Erma & Bob Candelori 
30 Sue & Frank Garzio 

THANK YOU1 THANK YOUj 



La Vigna thanks the following 
for their donations: 
Theresa & Joe Guerra 
•Terence & Willie Bilancio 
Frank & Elaine Soda 
Mary Lynn & Dan Nazzaro (Quaker- 
bridge Office Supplies) who 
donated a ream of paper and pick 
up the bill each issue for the 
intermediate step of making half 
tones from the original photos. 

FAMILY MAXIM 

Pericolo per chiele 

Pericolo per terra 

Pericola pure i piede di Christ. 

Danger in the skies 

Danger here on earth 

Danger even at Christ's feet. 

STAFF THIS ISSUE 



Corinne Bilancio 

Lewis Bilancio 

Rose Bilancio 

Clothilda&Dean Acquaviva 

Francis Bilancio 

Angelica Roberts 

Beatrice Johnson 

Angelo Chianese 

Mickey Chianese 

Lucy Gervasio 

Kristeena Anthony 

Lorraine Anthony 

Jane (Bilancio) Darpinian 

Jennie & Bob Immordino 
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DUNYUCH 






(A view from the third son) 

I guess I still don't believe we pulled off a total surprise, but we did 
March 24 was Anthony Chianese's 66th birthday, and 66, It seemed to Anqelo 
was even enough a number to do something special for this lovable guy So we 
began to transform Angelo's brainstorm of a brother/sister get-together into 
action. Lilia made arrangements for all the immediate family to be in one 
place at one time (no small task with home-run businesses and kids 
everywhere) Chris headed up the complex covert decoy scheme be occupying 
Dad s every thought with lumber, wallpaper, and storm doors. My task was to 
contact Leo, Pat, Joe, Lena, Sue, Mary Bender, Joe and Theresa Guerra and our 
good neighbor Louise Ungrady. The plan was to have just a little immediate 
family gathering while the rest of the guests were gathering outside for a 
simultaneous entry through front and back doors. It was Aunt Sue's idea to 

2f t il d, h f1 ? t and Joe Guerra jested that the "pinochile boys" come in 
through the back expecting the typical Tuesday night card shark extravaganza 
to be jetting underway. 

According to the plan, my brothers and sister, Bobbi, Elaine, Mary and 
special friends Bud and Barbara all congregated at my Dad's house. 

We were entertained by children dancing, gift opening, and finally cracked 
open some champagne. And then in perfect coordination, in came 
reinforcements. And with them fruit, biscotte, pastietta and wafers. I 
brought in the rum cake adorned with "Happy Birthday Dunyuch" and my own 
version of Nana s famous chicoria salad. There the cake and salad sat in the 
center of the table. Can you guess which one was done first? It was qreat to 
see them all eating together. Some of my favorite stories are the ones when 
my father describes mealtime at 48 Bayard Street. When we finally got to the 
cake we had to light the candles several times to celebrate all the birthday 
people present (Angelo, Frank Garzio). Uncle Leo sent his love and good cheer 
saroeMrae acrosTtow AUnt Louise ' s birtMa y P art y **s being celebrated at the 

Julianne and her Daddy serenaded us with a song "especially for Pop Pop" 
Many photographs were shot and I even managed to get a couple rare shots of 
camera dodging Aunt Jane and .Uncle Fred. While looking through them I 
noticed that Nana's (Assunta) picture on the wall was overseeing the whole 
affair. I know she'd be happy to see this gathering happening. 

* Last year while recovering from my collarbone break, I transferred all my 
family's 8mm films onto video tape. As a bonus for the evening, I set the 
tapes up to show family picnics in 1954, 1960, 1967, 1971 , and 1974. These 
dates are approximate but the good memories, smiles, and closeness generated 
by the tapes was not. The contrasts that we saw film to film were 
fascinating. We have a beautiful family! Later, Angelo's special 
Zip-A-Dee-Doo-Dah Telegram was full of warm feelings and told of our love for 
Tony. The evening was capped off with singing of old time tunes to the 
alternating strumming of Angelo's Ukelele and Joe the Bake's guitar. I want 
to thank you all for being a part of this wonderful occasion. 







Among the happy birthday celebrants were (clockwise from top left) 
Anthony with Beatrice (daughter of Angelo and Bobbi); Anthony with 
Loretta (daughter of Chris and Elaine), Mary, Fred Esposito, Frank 
Garzio, Joe Guerra, & Lilia; Angelo & Julianne; Pat Chianese; Anthony 
with Julianne; Theresa Guerra & Sue Garzio; Loretta; Joe Chianese 

photos and story by Michael Chianese 
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UNCLE LOU AND THE BACCALA 

by Jane Bilancio Darpinian 

(Note: The baccala, which Jane 
remembers encountering during her 
childhood, is dried cod. It is 
prepared by soaking it for a number of 
days before cooking, and is often part 
of a traditional Italian Christmas Eve 
dinner . ) 

"Jane, do you know what 'grand 
baccacla 1 is?" 

Baccala was printed in Aunt Rose's 
cookbook under a picture of a 
grotesque looking fish like the one 
Uncle Lou had wrapped in the Trenton 
Times. Uncle Lou believed you could 
learn anything by reading about it, 
especially how to cook an odd fish. 

"Does it mean 'fish'?" 

Uncle Lou looked from me to the 
page in the book, his eyes dancing. 
"Very good guess, Jane. You're a 
natural at the Italian language. A 
' grand baccala' is a big fish." 

"Louie, Louie, you're a 'grand 
baccala'," Aunt Rose added as she 
tried to maneuver a pot of beans into 
her already packed refrigerator. 
You're messing up my kitchen, 
Baccala," she laughed. 

"Jane, did you know Alexander 
Graham Bell was not the first to 
invent the telephone?" 

Let's finish with the baccala 
first," Rose said. 

Uncle Lou looked over to smile at 
Aunt Rose. "Jane, did you know that?" 

"No, but I bet an Italian was the 
original inventor," I said. 

"How do you know that?" he asked 
seriously. 

"Otherwise you wouldn't be telling 
me about it." 

"The inventor was. . . , " he 
continued . 

"Louie, the fish..." Aunt Rose 
pointed to the wrapped fish with her 
sword sized knife. 

"OK Ro..." Uncle Lou looked at her 
knife. "Your knife's a little dull." 

As Uncle Lou walked me down to the 
basement to sharpen Aunt Rose's knife 
I wondered what the importance of 
sharpening the knife at that instant 
was. It wasn't long before I learned. 

"Jane, did you know more accidents 
occur in the kitchen because of dull 
knives than because of sharp ones?" 

"No," I answered. 

"Sure, because it's harder to cut 
with a dull knife and your hand slips 
and you get cut . " 

After we trooped upstairs Uncle Lou 
handed the knife to Aunt Rose like a 
treasure. "A sharp knife is the most 
important tool in a kitchen!" he 
announced as if we were third graders. 

Aunt Rose said, "Yeah, Louie, take 
that 'most important tool of the 
kitchen' and get to work on that 
fish. " 

All three of us look at the fish, 
somewhat puzzled. 

Finally Uncle Lou giggled. "OK, 
Ro. . .Jane. . .Let ' s read, and then cook 
this delicious baccala." 



WILLIE BILANCIO OPENS 
FINGER LAKES ANTIQUES 

Willie Bilancio, besides 
teaching, pursues her favorite past- 
-time — the acquisition and selling 
of antiques and beautiful objects. 
Recently she opened a shop near her 
Bath, New York, home. 

Below is a reduced copy of her 
business card (which is printed 
maroon on beige.) She didn't let 
the back of her card go to waste, 
as you can see — a recipe of pecan 
pie. 




Finger Lakes Bourbon Pecan Pie 



I 1/2 teaspoon vanilla 

1 1/3 cups light Karo corn syrup 

5 oz. butter, mcllcd 

(opt.) 1/4 cup bourbon plus 1 additional 
tablespoon flour 



1 cup brown sugar 
4 teaspoons flour 
1/4 teaspoon salt 
4 eggs 

2 cups pecan halves or 
pieces 

By hand, combine the brown sugar, flour, and sail in a large bowl Stir in eggs, 
vanilla, com syrup, and butter. Add optional bourbon and additional flour Mn 
in nuts and pour into your favorite chilled pic shell. Bake 10 minuics at 4(1(1 . 
then reduce the heat to 350' and bake 45-55 minutes. The pie will seem loose Inn 
will firm up on cooling. 

Serves 8 



BOB IMMORD1NO TO BE HONORED 

The Central Jersey Chapter of 
the American Italian Historical 
Association is planning a 
testimonial dinner for Robert 
Immordino on Saturday, October 3, 
1987. 

"The dinner will be the occasion 
for honoring our friend and leader 
who, probably more than he would 
want to admit, raised our 
consciousness about our Italian 
heritage," says Mary Nicola Ferri, 
Chairperson for the dinner 
committee. 

The dinner will be held at the 
Baldassari Regency, 145 Morris 
Avenue in Chambersburg. Cocktails 
(cash bar) are at 6:00; the dinner 
is at 7:00. 

To make reservations for the 
affair, at $25 per person, send 
name, address, telephone number and 
a check payable to Central Jersey 
Chapter of AIHA to Ms. Mary Nicola 
Ferri, Crest and Pennington Roads, 
Trenton NJ 08638. Seating will be 
arranged so specify if you would 
like to sit with other family 
members or friends. Because 
seating is limited, reply as soon 
as possible, and no later than mid- 
September . 

La Vigna is proud of the 
contributions Bob Immordino (with 
the support of his wife Jennie and 
all his family, of course!) has 
made to our cultural identity. 

For more information on the 
October 3 dinner, call Francis 
Bilancio at (609) 392 0982. 



La Cucina 



CHE0RA6 

This recipe comes to us from Mrs. Abbie Darpinian, grandmother 
of David Darpinian who is the husband of Jane Bilancio Darpinian 
and son-in-law of Leo and Dorothy Bilancio. Cheorag is an 
Armenian sweet roll which is delicious eaten with coffee or 
anytime. 

Ingredients: 4 eggs 1 tsp salt 

1 stick butter (melted) 1 cup milk 

'/ 2 cup Crisco (melted) 2 yeast packets 

% cup sugar 5 cups flour 



Beat eggs, add butter, Crisco & sugar. Mix well. Add yeast to warm milk, 
add to egg misture, add flour and salt. Let stand 3 to 4 hours. 

Roll out and cut into finger size pieces (about 6" long). Twist into 
shapes (pretzel, knots, etc.). Let stand 1 hour. Brush tops with a mixture 
of beaten egg and a little water. Bake at 375° for 15 to 20 mins., until 
golden brown. 




Mrs. Abbie Darpinian in her Modesto, California 
kitchen with her granddaughter-in-law, Jane 
Bilancio Darpinian (of Atlanta). They are in 
front of a batch of Lavash, another favorite 
Armenian food. 



Look for our special '87 issue of La Vigna (See note to readers, page 
3). Send your articles, photos, drawings, cartoon ideas, recipes and 
family maxims for this or future issues to: 

LA VIGNA 
90 EGGERTS ROAD 
LAWRENCEV I LLE NJ 08648 



Send letters to the editor to: 

CORINNE BILANCIO 
324 N DESLEA DR 
GLASSBORO NJ 08028 



La Vigna 

90 Eggerts Road 

Lawrenceville, N.J. 



